Bad Hair Day 


Author: Freaky Random Guy 

Bands: Led Zeppelin 

Characters: Jimmy Page, Robert Plant 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Thu Sep Il 2014 07:22:03 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


One 


| recline on the bed with a pillow propped up against the headboard to support my back. Closing my eyes, | 
replay the scenes that took place a little while ago, smirking now and then. A familiar stomping draws my 
attention to the doorway. He enters the room in a bath robe, deftly ignoring me, and stops in front of the 
dressing table at the corner of the room. The mighty Jimmy Page is now in one of his moods, so its best to 
be silent and observe his actions. 


My nerves are itching for a smoke, but | don't want any distractions. He's wearing his infamous scowl on his 
face. He knows I'm watching him, but acts as if I'm invisible. To others, he looks quite dangerous when he's 
angry. He doesn't blow a fuse, but the look in his eyes is enough to wet your pants and sod off. It's completely 
different with me. | think he looks awfully cute when he's not in the best mood. 


Jimmy starts blow-drying his damp hair, still sulking. He should open a salon of his own. And that's why he's 


cross at me. | "ruined" his hair. 


The day started with a drizzle, but around noon it was raining cats and dogs. It would be a sin to miss this 
golden opportunity to live out the romantic scenes in films. So, | pretty much forced him to stand out in the 


rain with me. Obviously, he didn't agree with my idea. His hair is more precious than | am. Believe me, 


swimming the English Channel is far easier than convincing Sir James to enjoy nature. 


We weren't out for even five minutes when he retreated to the house, slamming the door shut. After 
recovering from my fits of laughter, | went back in. The first thing | saw after coming back was wet footsteps 
on the floor. | tracked them down to the bathroom door, which was locked. Did | mention | even made Jimmy 


drench in the rain barefooted? 


So, as he was busy with himself in the bathroom, | realized it would take quite a while before he came out. | 
dried myself off, changed my clothes, and now here | am lounging on the bed, admiring my grumpy sweetheart. 


What a drama queen! 


Finally, he's put down the hairdryer. His hair is disheveled but sexy, the way | like it. But it's not the way he 
likes it, as he settles for the curling iron Unfortunately, he's a perfectionist when it comes to his black 
tresses. He starts fussing whenever a single lock appears to be a little too out of place. | get snapped at when 


| ruffle those gorgeous locks. He can't wrap his head around the fact that | love his hair no matter what. 


The whole process of drying and curling Jimmy's hair took about an hour, according to my assumption. Now 


it's time for the comb to add a final touch. That's when | decide to break the long silence. | start giggling. 
"What's so funny?" He hisses. 


My giggling increases in volume. | can see his nostrils flaring, the comb still in his hand. He mutters something 


incoherent and resumes combing his hair. Oh, how | love getting on his nerves! 


"For God's sake, shut it! I've had enough of youl" He turns his head around, a tinge of desperation in his voice. | 
think | even heard a tremble. | better stop laughing before he breaks down in tears. There were a few 
occasions when | crossed the limit. His breathing would get ragged, eyes would be red and puffy with tears. 
He'd lock himself up in a room, and it would take hours before letting me in, enough to make me skip 
heartbeats thinking that it was over. But he'd never do that, he loves me too much to break up over 


something silly. It wouldn't take him long to forgive me once the door was open 


| walk up behind Jimmy, linking my arms around his waist. He doesn't push me away, just carrying on with his 
work He's done with the combing, now he's organizing the cosmetics on the table (most of which are his), 
pretending to be busy. | look into the mirror at our reflection. | have to admit, we do look beautiful together. | 
nuzzle his hair, relishing the smell of Pantene. He doesn't react at all, still pointlessly fiddling with the objects 
on the table, as if I'd get bored after a while and go away. Therefore, | decide to apply the medicine that wil 


melt his anger. 


"Hey, hey, baby, what's the matter here?" | sing into his ears. It works every bloody time. He will smile, sooner 
or later. At the moment, he's trying really hard to suppress the laughing gas building up in his stomach. 


| observe his reflection in the mirror carefully for any kind of reaction, even if its the twitch of a brow. For a 
short while, there was nothing. Then, his pale cheeks started turning a faint shade of pink. A wide grin cracked 


across my face. 

"You're blushing!" 

"No, I'm not." He mumbles. Another sign that the medicine is working. 
"You arel" 


After a few more weak protests, he gives in. He gives a light chuckle as his cheeks are painted in a lovely pink 


Oh, the sweet taste of victory! 


‘Im still angry at you." His hands rest on the table as his attempt of shooing me didn’t work. Finally, finally he 


looks up at the mirror at our reflection, with me grinning like a fool and arms around his waist. 


"No, you're not." | deny his statement. In response, he awards me with a smile and shakes his head in defeat, 


his soft curls swaying in the air. He turns around to face me. 
He holds me by my arms, "You're the most irritating twat I've ever come across, do you know that?" 
| snicker, my arms tightening around his waist, "I know. But you wouldn't have me any other way, would you?" 


He lowers his gaze, giving me a chance to admire his long, dark lashes. Lips curling upwards, his cheeks redden, 


now coloured in crimson. He lifts his eyes, green orbs reflecting my image. 
"No." He murmurs. 


| kiss the tip of his cute, rounded nose. See? He can't stay mad at me for long! 


